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THE 

PREFACE. 

THAT this worthy old Gentleman, 
Sir Roger Dc Cpverly, might un- 
dergo no Manner of Hard/hips, I 
have conduced him, quietlf, intvthe Manfions 
of his Friends, where he wMl be treated with 
all the Gentlenefs, Candour, and Good-Nature 
be can pjjibly wijh for. lie will have the 
Ear and AffeBions offorne of the bone/left 
$&en in the Nation : And many a pretty La- 
dy will be cbfeted with the Knight. And Jo 
they may i without the hafi RejleStion on their 
Gmdufi, Jbr he's full as barmkfs as a Child 
in the Month, andwou d not, for the World, 
attempt to make them laugh, at the Expence 
of either Morality or Good-Breeding. Whe- 
ther or no fuch a CbaraSler will pleafe the 
Generality of People, 1 am, indeed, at a 
Lofs to guefs. But fur e lam, that bow much 
foevtr it might delight, no Char after, that 
tends to lead from the Ways of Wifdom, De-> 
cency, and Virtue, fhould ever be exhibited, 
but to be reformed, or punijhed. 

Dra, 



Dramatis Persons. 
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'.. . M EN. " 

Sir Roger De Coverfy. 
' The SpeSlator. 
tVitt. Wimhk. 
" Chaplain. 
Botler, &c. 

WOMEN. 

Suky a Farmer's Daughter. 
Houfekeeper. 

Neighbours, &c. 
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• . Scene Cover ly-Hatt in Wbrcejterjhire. 
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Sir Roger de Coverley ; 



o R, 



The Merry Christmas, &c. 



ACT I. 

» 

SCENE, A large Country-Hall Jluck with 

Holly and Bays. > 

> 

t i 

Enter Sir Roger, talking to the Houfe-keeper; 

•Sir Roger. 

BE fure, Prudence^ you- take care to 
let us have Plenty to-day. — Beef, 
Pudding, Plumb -Porridge, and 
Mince-Pies in Abundance.-^-* My honeft 
Neighbours love them $ and to-day's the 
Day they make me happy. 

2 frw. 
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Prudence. 
The Day your Honour makes then* fol 
father, Sir. 

Sir Roger. . 
That'? what I mean, Prudence. The 
making diem happy makes mo fo too. I'm 
always delighted at the Felicity of others ; 
but more efpecially, if I my fclf have 
been the Caufe on't. 

Prudence. 
BeftofMen! [Afide] 111 take Care, 
Sir Roger, to order every thing to your 
Liking. 

Sir Rqger. 
Be fure you let there be enough, and 
of the beft, that no one may go away 
hungry or difpleas'd, tho' the whole Parifl* 
ihould make me a Vifit. 

Prudence. 
« I will. Sir, \Ching. 

, . . . Sir Roger. 

; Stay, Prue, fay-~-l ba'n't difchaig'd 
any Debt to you yet. 

Prudence. 

• <. • 

Debt, Sir ! I'm fare your Honour ow«9 
4?M* nothing. Sit 
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Sir Roger. 
Yes, but I do, Pru.— You have been 
'more than ordinarily careful this Year, and 
I'll be more than ordinarily liberal. I al- 
; ways gave you one Guinea, you know,; 
for your Chriftmas Box ; but, now, there's 
a couple. [Gives her Money. 

Prudence. 
Thank your Honour. [Curtefies often. 

Sir Roger. 
Enough, enough. Send the Butler to 
me. 

Prudence. 
I will, Sir. [Exit Prudence. 

Sir Roger (to bimfelf.) 
There's one chearful Heart made— — • 
. How eafily it's done ! and how joyful it is 
to do it! 

[Mifs Wimble and Suky run crofi tbeHali.J 
. Hark'e, hark'e, Mifs Wimbk* Suky* 
whither fo faft, I pray you? 

Mifs Wimble. 
Sir Roger, good Morrow — J didn't fe« 
you, Sir. — Why Suky and I are going to 
.look out for my Brother Wil l » If he 

B ^ ihould 
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fiiou'd difappoint us, Sir Roger, I'll never 

forgive him. Tve got the Part I'm to 

adl in die Entertainment at Night ; and 
they tell me I (hine in %. . ■ If we don't 
fliew ourfelves, Sir jfogpr, yon know, what 
fignifies fhining? 

Sir Roger. 
He's to play in't himfclf — Hell come, 
my Dear, to be fore. 

Mifs Wimble. 
If he don't, Sir Roger, I'll put on Breeches, 
and do his Part too. 

Suky. 
So would I, rather than not have the 

* 

Play ; for I like the Play, Sir Roger, pro- 

.digioufly*— -*-'Tis a pretty Playl a finging 

Play! a dancing Play! a comical little 

Play as ever I faw ! Law, I (hou'd 

like, of all things, to be: a Player I They're 
id fine, and 4b merry, and fo Sure a 

London Player's a charming thing ! 
Well, Mifs, (hadn't we fee if we can lee 
Mr. Wimble ? It's a pure frofty Morning I 
The Run will do us Good 

Mifa 
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Mifs Wimble. : ^ 

Ay, come—— Sir Roger, your Servant 

[Exeunt Mifs and Suky. 
Sir Roger. 
Bye, Madcaps !— In their young Blood! 
•I was as wild iny jfelf once, 
' Enter Butler. . " 
So, Ned— —Well, you'll get ferae of tbd 
beft Ale tap'd— And give our Friends to* 
underftand, that Worcefterjhin is behind 
no Shire in England in its March and 
Omer. 

Ned. . 

They know that already, an't plealeyour 
Honour. Ah, Sir, wou'd to Heaven there 
were more Sir Roger de Cover leys in ih& 
Nation! Complaints, then, wou'dh't be 
fo common, in the Neighbourhoods of 
Great Homes, that they neves 4ee their 
Landlord's Face-— That they never warm 
their Fingers by his Fire — Nor can get a 
Sup of his Beer, tho' they were perfthing 
with Thirft.- — ^England, Sir, isn't like 
what it was— its Hospitality decays—Its 
Qatttiry-foiks are «all S&oW-SJi^-Tfae& 

B2 Cup. 



f I=» ] 

Clipboards arc lockt up, and their Strong 
Beer Barrels are all Drums. - 

Sir -Roger. 
Go, go, tap the Ale. And 

■' Ned. ' 
*Tis tap'd already, Sir. And I believe- 
-there isn't better in England, Scotland, Ire- 
land, or the Town of Berwick upon Tweed.* 
"lis fmooth as Oil, as brown as a Cheft~ 
nut, and makes one as merry—— 

Sir Roger. 
As what, Ned? Out with the Simile, I 
pray thee. As merry as what? 

Ned. . 
As your Honour'* Chaplain does, when 
he condefcends to tell us an old Story. . 

Sir Roger. 
. Good ! Ay, he's as worthy a Creature 
as breathes, and no body tells a Story bet* 
tcr — Send him to me. Doft hear, Ned ? 

Ned. • 
I will, Sir. t . [Going. 

Sir Roger. 
Stay, honeft Ned, take your Chriftmas 
Box with you. [Gives him Money ^l Arid be 
r " furc 



fare yon remember, in the midft of your 
Jollity, to keep within Bounds. Be merry, 
and wife. The. Man that gets drunk in- 
curs, my Difpleafure. 

Ned. 
And fooner than do that, my even*- 
honoured Mailer, I'd lofe both Hands. 

Sir Roger. 
. I believe thou wou'dft. Go, defire Mr. 
Worthy to ftep hither. 

. Ned. . - ' : 

I will, Sir. . (Exit Ned. 

Sir Roger. .... .7 

A Rogue, how arch and fatirical he was 
upon the Depravity of the Times U— - 
Thou haft made 'em all Wits [Looking a£ 
a PiSiure.] My Men are all Wits, and 
my Maids too. D ear Spec ! [Looking 

/ietfaftly at it] There's Inftru<aion in thjr 

very Look Kneller y I love thee.—.. 

Thou haft made me a fmall Amend^ for 
the Abfence of a Friend, by giving ifae 
fomething as like him as human Art can: 
copy the divine. 
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Enter Mr. Worthy tht Chaplain. 
My dear Divilie, good morrow to thee* 

Mr. Worthy. 
Sir Roger y good Morrow. I hope you 
flcpt well ; and thkt your ill Luck gave 
yoo no Uneafineis in your Dream. 

Sir Roger. 
Ill Luck, Man 1 Why, thou only won'ft 
the odd Game.— .But I'll be rcveng'd on 
you inftantly.— Come, ybu (hall give me " 
my Revenge this Moment 

Mr. Worthy. 
With all my Heart, Sir Roger. 

Sir Roger. 
You've diftributed my Mite to my poor 
Neighbours, Sir? 

Mr. W&ihy. 
I have, Sir Roger.— —A Guinea a-pioce 
to ten Families ; and they return you ten 
thoufand Thanksl 

Sir Roger* » 

- They are welcomer to it than my ftrong 

Box was j and I had rather fee it fparkte 

in their Faces, than on my own Fingers. 

Money, Mr, Worthy, in my Opinion, 

never 
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never appears to fo much Advantage, 99 
when it enlivens the Countenance of the 
Indigent. 

Mr. Worthy. 
All good Men think with yon, Sit Roger* 

Sir Roger. 
O, the Tables are here already. Come,' 
have at you. [They Jet the fables.] Mind 
your Hits, Mr. Worthy, and five your Ba- 
con, if you can. - 

Mr. Worthy. 
I'll do my bcft, Sir Roger > Ipromife you J 

Vthey throw for the Dice.] The Throw's 

»■ — — „, — .- -• 

yours, Sir. 

Sir Roger (throws.) 
Sixes 1 Come, no bad Beginning.' 

Mr. Worthy (throws.) 
Duce- Ace ! This will never do. 

Sir Roger (throws.) * 
Fours too ! Holiday-throwing, indeed 1 
Mr. Worthy, I fancy I'm in Luck to day. 
[Enter Ned** a great Hurry.] 

Ned. 
Sir, Sir, here's the Gentleman that ipent 
a Month with your Honour fome time a- 

gone! 
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gone ! The "Reading-Writing good Gentle- 
: man, that knew every Thing, and laid no- 
thing! 

Sir Roger. 
,• My Dear Spectator I— Where? Sir- 
rah, where ? Let me bring him in in my 
f Arms. [Enter Mr. Spedtatbr.^ My fror- 
. thieft Friend, a thoufand Welcomes. [They 
- embrace moji affectionately.] Run, Ned> go, 
make a Toaft in an Inflant, and bring the 

Sack.—; . [E#//Ned.] 

. £M< r . Spectator and Mr. Worthy compliment.] 

Sic Roger. 
This is fo vaftly kind ! 

Mr. Spectator. 
Of you to entertain me, Sir Roger.— — 
The Kindnefs is all on your Side. 

Sir Roger ■/ 
Kind to entertain you ? A Prince might 

» 

be proud to do it. —-He's, an Ornament 

, to the Nation, and they'll bring him no- 
thing to drink.— —Why, Ned— —(calls) 
(enter Ned with a Toaft and a Bottle and 

Glajfes) coipe, fill, Ned, fill. Give it 

my Friend, he's cold and fatigu'd* . * 

Mr, 



t*7 v ] 

Mn Spe&ator. 
Give me Leave to pledge 

Sir Roger. 
Drink, Dear Sir. I'll pledge you* 

Mr. SpeSlator* 

My humble Service to you/ Sk R$ger^2 

Mr. Worthy^ your good Health. And a. 

merry Cbriflmas and a happy New Year to 

us aH. (tbiy bow and thank.) 

Sir Roger ' (to himfelf.) 
How well he looks I How courteoufly he 
fpcaksl Some People fay he's proud and 
morofe — hut they ought to be hang'd. — • 
They're Enemies to Learning, to Politenefi, 
and Humanity that harbour a flighting 
Thought of him. 

Mr. SpeStator. 

■ 

The beft Sack, Sir Roger, I ever tailed.', 

Sir Roger. 

I'll fettle an Annuity for Life then upon 
the Mao that fold it me. (Mr. Spectator 
bows.) Come, Ned, give me a Bumper* — » 
Sir, my hearty Service to you. A merry 
Chriftmas and a: happy New Year — and 
you're welcome to Coverly-Hall with all my 
Soul. C Mr. 
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Mr. Spectator. 

Sir Roger> I thank you — 

• Sir Roger. (drinks) 

I won't ; be thank'd.-^-— -Thank me no 
more, I befeech you. He confers an 

Honour upon me here, that a Garter'd 
Knight wou'd give his Ribbon for ; or the 
fincft Lady in London her fined Commode, 
and thanks me for receiving it !— — No— » 
I thank you, N Sir. W ith moil abun- 

dant Gratitude I thank you, ■ Your 

Company to me is ineftimable. (Mr. Spec- 
tator bows.) Why I reverence you, Sir—— 

Mr. Spectator. 
* You're vaftly obliging, Sit Roger} but 
fomewhat too complimental for an old Ac- 
quaintance, methinks. 

Sir Roger. 
I an't, I an't — But if you think I am, I 

beg your Pardon. Play-fellow, come, 

won't you. drink my Friend's Health ? (/&, 
the Chaplain.) 

- Mr. Worthy. 

* With all my Heart, Sir Roger. (Ned 
fills.) Magy $nd fyppy Days to you^ Sir. — 
And the like to you, Sir Roger. Sir 
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. 8ir Roger. 
\pulling Mr. Spe&ator by the Sleeve.] 
As worthy a Body that fame Divine of 
mine, as ever cufF'd a Cufliion. He's e- 
very Thing I like — Very knowing — -Very 
modeft— -^Has an excellent Voice and— 
loves backgammon. * 

Mr. Spe&ator. . 
I know him to be as deferving a Man as 
lives, Sir Roger, and am rejoie'd he has met 
with fo indulgent a Patron. 

Mr. Worthy. [Having drank.] 
The Sack is very fine indeed. 

Sir Roger. 

I reckon Ned don't love Sack-r - doft 
Ned? [Ned hows and Jooks foolijh.] Suppofe 
thou fhoud'ft drink thy old Benefador's 
Health, wou'd it hurt thee, think'ft thou, 
Ned? 

Ned. - 
Til try, and if your Honour pleafes. . 

Sir Roger. . 
Do, Wed. , 

, Ned. [Fills.] 

Sir, here's my humble Love, and Duty, 

C 2 and 
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and Obedience, and Service to your Ho- 

nour.-^— Aftd you're as welcome to Go- 

verfy-Hall, Sir, as ever Sim-fliine was to 

'Hay-rfiaker; or my Matter's Ptefetice at a 

' Quarter Seflions. [Drinks.] 

Mr. SpeBator. 
I thank thee, honeft Ned, I thank thee. 

* Sir Roger. 
Hark'e, Ned, fend the Pf oufe-keepefr to 
me. — i— And, d'ye hear. [PFbi/pers.] 

Ned. 
Iw2T,Sir. - - [Exit Ned. towing.] 

" Sir Rdgtr. 
Well, Sir, and how,— land which 
Way ? And, Lord. I h?vc a tfrotffand 
Queftiofes to affc you ; and don't kn6w 
which to give the Preference to.-*— —Did 
you confie in your fcrwn Coach/ or the 
Stage, Sir ? 

Mr. Spe&ator. 
The Stage, Sir Roger.* ■ I was fet 
down about a Quarter of a Mile off, and 
hurry'd the reft of the Way, with afr the 
Eagernefs I cou'd, to fhake my generous 
old Acquaintance by the Hand, \pxyjhake 
Hands.] " : - • Sir 
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Sk Roger: 
Kind Heart? — Welf, what win* yon have 
to ftay your Stomach till DhineV ? Speak, 
do--.be free, I beg of' yoiri My Houfe, 

andaH that's in it* are asmtrcH yours as 

• » -., 

my owit. l , 

Mr*. Spectator. " 
Nothing more; Sir Roger, for the World. 

■ * ' • [Enter 1 Hdttfe&eepef.] 

, Sir Jfi^gw. 

D'ye fee Who's mere, Madam ? Your 
beft C&rdey-— - -*-go, yotrBlaggageT 

Prudence, [dm to ikr. Spectator.] 

Your Honour^ wefcomei i&Worceftei?- 
Jhirei [Citrtjeys!\ And I hope* your Honour's 
in good Health. - 

v Mr. Spe&atir. '■'■." 
Very well, I thank you, M& Prudence. 
And the better to 1 fee you fo. •: ' [Sit iurtjes 
■ * • . • mad.] 

Sir Roger. [To tie Chdptditi.] 
Superlatively civil! He's the beft bred 
Man" in the World.-— -*^Hark'e, Pru- 
dence. [Sie goes to Sir Rbgefcl Ltt <He heft 
':'••« - Sheets 
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Sheets be air'dj and the beft Bed madel 
——And d'ye mind me? Put die Piece of 
Plate that was defign'd for the Widow's 
Ufe under it j He deferves it better than 
ihedid, I'm fure, a jilting Gypfey !— 
But be fure, above all Things, you fee the 
Sheets well air'd. If we fhou'd hurt him 
the -Nation will fuffer : He's a publick 
Good, and muft be taken great Care of. 

Prudence. 
r I'll take Care, Sir, that every Thing is as 
it fhou'd be. [Exit Prudence jcurtfyingmuch\\ 

Mr. Spectator. 

[Having been talking apart to the Chaplain.] 

f m afraid, Sir Roger, you are giving 

your Family Trouble upon my Account. 

I beg you'd treat me withcnit Ceremony ; 

ibr; I (hall never have the Pleafure of ano- 

ther vifit to you, unlefs I'm thoroughly &- 

tisfied that my Company is no Ways bur- 

^thenfome* - ■ : 

'.- ■ • • *■...' 

Sir Roger. 
... Talk not of Trouble, Dear Sir. ■ 
Wop d you have me lay my beft Friend jji 
f a Hay-loft ? Or bury him alive, like face- 
tious 

4 
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tious Sir John Faljlafe % in foul Linen ? 
No, no, you fliall lye warm, and a little 
cleanly, and that's all the Ceremony we'll 
ufe. 

Mr. SpeBator. 

I hope it is, Sir Roger. Well, Sir, 

how does your Friend Will. Wimble &o ? 
When did you fee him ? 

Sir Roger. 

I heard from him Yefterday ; and expedfc 
him here to Day. We are to have a little 
Dramatic Entertainment at my Houfe to 
Night, you muft know, a Friend of 
WilFs in London, is the Author, and has 
fent it down to make us merry thefe Holi~ 
days. Will is to do a Part in it hrmfelf ; 
and his Sifter, and a Farmer's pretty Daugh- 
ter, and fome of my own Servants make 
the Set of A&ors complete. But if 

you don't approve of the Diverlion, Sir, 1 
we'll get into a Room by ourfelves^ and 
talk of our old Acquaintance. 

Mr. Spectator. 

By no Means, Sir Roger.- — Nobody ap- 
proves of Dramatic Performances better 

than 
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than I do, provided the Wit. is decent, and, 

jhe pefign ufefol. 

, Sir Ragpr. 
Mr. Worthy likes this Thing mightily. , , 

Mr. Spegatsr. 

, 4 

Then, I'm fare it's good. 

A^r. Worthy.. 
. You do me a great deaj of Honour, 

Sir* 

Sir &ger. 
I reckon fome of 'em a*e rehearfing, 
Itfr.. Worthy, I wj(h you'd be fe kind as to 
fee ho w they go on, a little 

Mr, Worthy, 
I will, Sir. %?/\ - [Exit Mr. Worthy. 

I'd Jjave e'm sis per/edt, methinke, a» 
pofl&lein t„heir Parts, for, .really there's 
as much owing to the Player, in the pfear 
fare, thefe Things affords u.s, jas to the Poet. 
What's a, Fo^i^rt^ without a Gib- 
ber? Or a Sir ffirry Wihfair without a 
Wilkes ? Nothing at an*-™ — -Mere, in- 
different, common Chandlers, that a Man 
inav fit stnd fleep at. 
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' Mr. Spectator* 
Vftry true, Sir Roger, But pray*-— -what 
1b this Piece call'd-that we're to be enters 
taih'd with to Night, Sir ? 

Sir Riger* 
Avouch upon Fajte i or the Rare&$bew> 

Mr. Spetfatof. 
Something fmart upon the Times* I reck* 
on.— *~I like the Title very well.^— -*-Yot* 
tos'dto love a Frolick of this Kind, Si? 
Roger > in your younger Days : Do yoii 
make one <if the Dramatis Rtrfintt your- 
fclf? 

Sir Roger. 
P(ha— I know you'll kugh at the old 
Fool, you will fo.~*— Why I did Etefign to 
do the Part of the Maffer of the Shew* 
but upon your coming 1 fent Word to my 
Steward to get it ; 'tis an eafy Part, and 
be'U do it very welL 

Mr» Speftator: 
. I ditfe lay you'd do it a great deal better* 
Sir Roger. 
. - ; r '; . JSit Roger* r 

Come, don't jeer, your old Ac^uairttancef 

D a don't 



» » > 



don't you.— —I know you're a Wag when 
yod fet upon't. . ■ A very great Wag 
when you fet upon't.— —No. — You, and 
I'll croud in among the reft of the People, 
and look on. Tho' I may have a Word 
with 'em too, perhaps, when Opcafion of- 
fers i for the Thing, you xnuft know, is fo 
contriv'd, that the Audience may put in 
their Oar, every now and then, without in- 
terrupting the Performance.— —Ha ! — 
I thought I heard Witt. Wimble's Whiftle. 
So it was— -Here he comes. [Enter Will. 
Wimble.] Neighbour Billy your Servant* 

\jfheyjhake Hands.^ 

Will Wimble. 
Sir Rsger y your Servant* 

Sir Roger. 
Don't you know" this Gentleman, Bitty ? 

Witt. Wimble. 
Sir, I'm your moft obedient Servant. 
You're welcome to .WorcefterJhire y 
?ir*— — I hope you enjoy your Health, Sir. 

Mr. Spectator. 
Very well, Mr. Wimble> I thank you, 
•I hope yott »re weH, 

2 Witt. 
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At your Service, good Sir, I return" yok 
Thanks. 

Sir Roger. 
You met the Girls, I fuppofe.— — 

Will. Wimble. 
I did, Sir Roger. ■ They came back 
with me, and are gone up to drefs. 
• Sir Roger. • 

Well, what will you drink, Billy f (calls) 

Ned. 

Will. Wimble. 
1'U call him, Sir Roger. Tve a 

Jouder Voice in my Pocket than yours. 

[Pulls out aWhiftle and tvhi/lles.] 

Sir Roger. [lb bimfelf.] 

A louder Voice in his Pocket.— —Very 

good ! [Enter Ned.] 

Will. Wimble. ■ 

f 

A Cup of your Cbrijlmas Ale, pray Ne<h 

Ned. 

You (hall have it, Sir* [Exit Ned. 

Will Wimble. (to Sir Roger.) 

I (hall be alham'd to aft before the Gen- 

pieman. ■ He's fi>, great a Critick, 

t) z on$ 



one don't know < how to ipeak before 

Sir" Roger. 
The beft-natgr'd Mari in the World, 

Witt. Wimble. 

I'm glad on't-— [Goes. to Mr. Spectator. J 

Sir, if you pleafe to accept of a little Piece 

of my Handy work— You're as , welcome 

as a Prince, [Gives bim a Tobacco- Stopper* 

Mr. Spectator* 
Mr. WimbUy I thank you ; It comes la 
very good Time. I loft mine out of my 
iPocJcpt -thk very Mornings 1*11 keep it for 
your Sake, Sir, [ WilL fauth 

Will. Wimble (t4> Sir Roger.) 
So he is, Six. Roger, prodigious good-? 
natyrU— I {hall do my Part manfully, 
now. , Enter Ned. 

Come, Ned, give me the Cup. Sir, 

fere's my hearty Service to you j ai\d I wifli 
you a merry ChriftmaSy and a happy new 
Year— u^. And as many of *em, Sir, as you 
pleafe to dpfir?— - ^And the fame to you, 
Sir Roger. 

j . . . ■ Bfithi 
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Both, : * 

% THank yau, Mr. Witri&te. * * 

#7//; JIMfe.-' 
Will you plcafe to drink, Si/? 

[TiAfr.Spetf, 
- Mr. Spe&ator. 
Not a Drop, Sir, I thank you; 
■*■ • Will Wimble* 

Nor you, Sir ifygrr ? 

• Sir JRqgtr, 
Not a Drop, Billy. 

[Ned te&u /& Cup, and exit. 
' " k Sit Roger. 

Come, Gentlemen, there's a good Ft* 
In the next Room, and I believe It's a'moft 
Dinner-time too. [Looks on bis Wdtch.\ 

■ 

Ay. They'll want to lay the Cloth here. 
■■-Are the Fiddlers come, I wonder ! 
He goes' to the Door, and calls!] Fiddlers — 
[Enter a Couple.]-**— You may play while 
we're at Dinner, here,' any where within 
Reach of our Ears. 

'Fiddlers, 
In the Entry, Sir Roger, if you pleafe. 



Sir 
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Sir Jtqger. 

Ay, do fo.-— — You'll excufe their per* 
formance, Sir. {To Mr. Spectator.] They 
are none of the firfl Hands, indeed: bat 
q$ ufeful MuGcians, I believe, as we have 

in England. That honeft Fellow with 

one Eye, there, is an excellent Thatcher ; 
and poor hopping Tom kills all the Moles 
}n the ParUh. 

MjV Spectator. 

Ufeful Muficians indeed, Sir fioger. 

Will. Wimble. 

• • < 

I apprehended there would be occafion 
/or fome better Mufick than ordinary to- 
flay, Sir Roger 1 and fo I prder'd the Wor? 
fe/ler Waits to, come, 

v>ir Roger. 

m * 

, You flid very well, Bilfy~i~Sa there will. 

I'm glad you thought on't We ihall 

want you, a$ foon as Dinner's over, fpr 
the Entertainment.—— —You -11 be fure to 
be in the Way. [To the Fiddlers. 

Fiddler*. 
We *yi)J, . Sir Roger. [Exeunt Fiddlers. 

Ente* 



Enter Ned. 
* * Ned 

1 thought it wouldn't be amifs to *c£ 
quaint you, Sir, that the Neighbours have 
been fome time in the next Room. They 
were afraid to enter in here, becaufe they 
underftood your Honour had Company* 

Sir Roger. 
Modeft Hearts ! Well go to them then* 
Gentlemen, you know the Way. [Exeunt. 

End of the Firft AB. 



Enter between the ASts & Country Lad aqd 

a Country Lafs. 

Lad. 
We {hall dine i'the Kitchen, Peggy ; if 
you will, we'll fteal a Dance while Sir 
Roger's at Dinner. 

Peggy. With all my Heart. [A fiance. 



ACT 
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ACT II. 

«... * * ' 

SCENE, A large Room. 

Mafier of the Shew (to feuer&t People at 

the Door.) . 
VITAL K in, Gentlemen and Ladies, 
** and;fce the Sight. \ ' " 

A Woman* 
%m What have you got to be feen ? 

Majter. 
, A, Pared oCthe.jtnoft. unaccountabta 
Creatures you ever fet your Eyes on. 

A Gentleman. 
Of what Kind ? . . 

» •• * 

\Of the human Kind, Si$« 

Gentleman* 
Dead* or alive? . . . 

. ~ Majler. 

Alive, and alert as any Frenchman] 

Gentleman* 



** • » > 
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Gentkmatti 

• > 

Of what Country ? 

Mafoh, 
Ahy Sir! the more's tlje Pity .. but 
indeed they are all l$nglijh. — —I hppq yop 
are fo too, Gentlemen. and Ladies; for* 1 
mutt own, I'(n not a littje fcrupujotwi of 
expofing^ em tp Jforeigpers. 

Sir Roger. 
Tbou'rt.a very honeft Fellow — Come, 
we'll all go in. 

Enter a (}roud % and fiat tJbept/ehes 

on Bt riches. 
Mafter. 
You'll ple&fe to, takeViotice, Gentlemen 
and Ladies, that, being entirely in the 
Power, and at the Difpojfal of their Follies, 
my Pejfonages will appear like real Mad 
Folks.— Regardlefs of the Company about 
them, they'll ta,lk to themfclves^ and fing 
to themfclves, and behave in fo ridiculous 
a Manner, that you can t help fancying 
ypu're in Bedlam \ while, in fad, they arc 
no m<?re Lunaticks th$n all the Pretty Fel- 
lows and Fine Ladies §bout Tdwn. Their 

E ' Condition 
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Condition is not the Want of Senfe, but ^ 
Mifapplication of it. . 

Sir Roger. 
A terrible Condition, indeed ! and of moft 
dreadful Confequences! 

Majler. 
'Without doubt, Sir.— Now, Gentle- 
men and Ladies, the firft Figure that pre- 
fents itfelf to you is a Perfon of Family 
and Fortune, whofe fole Delight is in 
driving Coaches— —^He was left with me 
here, by his Friends, to try Pradtices upon 
him, and fee if I could poffibly fix the Biaft 
the right Way. — -Xhis is my Gentleman* 
Enter a Perfon wbijlling, accoutred 
like a Coachman. 
A Woman. 
Is he tame ? May one fpeak to him ? 

c 

Majler. 
I have him in proper Subje&ion, Ma* 
dam. — You may fay what you pleafe. 

Woman. 

(Goes to the Per/on, andpdlh him by the Sleeve.) 

. Pray, Sir, if it isn't too free, may I crave 

the Favour of your Name ? 

Perfi* 



i — 
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Per/on* 
Name? Ay — Sir Thomas Lovela/h, 

Woman. 
What Eftate may you have, pray, Sir 
Thomas? 

Sir Thomas. 
I'm no Conjurer, indeed, Child. 

Woman. 
But what Eftate have you at prefent ? 

Sir Thomas. 

< 

Why, if you muft know, Mrs. Inquifir 
tive, at prefent I havefcut fiveThoufand a 
Year. 

Woman. 
Five Thoufand a Year ! Why, you look 
more like a common Stage^Driver, than a 
Man of Fortune. 

Sir Thomas. 
I had rather look fo, than like a Duke $ 
and what's that to thee, ha? 

Woman. 
I'm forry a Gentleman fliou'd degrade 
himlelf fo much, Sir, that's all. 

Sir 'Thomas (fiourijhing bis Whip.) 
Jc, Jolly* (AndJihgsaXune.) 

E % 2d Woman. 



zdVPonian. 

Th^fifiiteWgsve^ Veil, really; ••• 

M'Ifier; 

'Exceedingly "well. -1-Ten' to one brit' he 
fings a Song prefently of his own making: 
He has one that lie is mighty fond of, 
and, in rriy bpinion, not at all-Vfead' tme j 
for tho' he is as wfdrig-headed a Creature 
as ybtrcan poft&ly' meet Vith, the World 
muft allow that lie tioes h'6t, by any means, 

(i.) 

/ envy not the Brave their Scafs i 

'" ' ' ! ^ got in tiei&fgloriduP&nrsr l 

'' 'tteTdme oftfos'to me^a^flke- \ 

And all the Mufes thy 'ihtidke:^ ( • 

(2;) ' 

^ePdtribii Zeal Thever felt ^ ' * 

At Beauty 1 cbufd 1 never milt;- '' 

Power I vatitfnot a Fig, 

' l Jiltf>Q*it x makei- tne MF fM%. '-' : 
• • •*(*#, Jj \ »•-'.'* <-' V ::. - 

* Me Veen, firM/tito-Jote, at "Moot, 
mt '-never r&fitfi of a Mkl ' : \ 

- • In 



^ 
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Jn Partfmtm $&#&'* Seat, 

BuiPotititii atetAl-a-Gbtet. . / 

. ■ ' '^beWMuWdy drefi^Tlx'^LKbirke^i 
My lgoHi' l EorJ' 'Mafr'may tat tmfljkef x 
' f-he-Mhthbftte^m)! dbeat end'tlbm* 
• f ] -Etiot&h l fir tye that -Ivan drfoe. - .--l 

,'■_-••'/ ... -<4,d>Gsntkman. '-■ ■- 

• fttontick^reattfdl' 'Tis right*, indeed 
lhkt : he -tfiduid ;fte -eonfinVJ.— ^Sttt 1s4fc 
really a Memter-fcf PfcrtjfifflttK? ■■> . 

- -Mafier. ■' ' - - 

He Was when be ' tasAt the-Sbng ; but 
was'.thfo>Wfl outtthe laft Eie&ioa, on'..6eing 
4i<Jird ; to J fay i ^vefi-aMHg Af -SaAt, ithkfc He 
Ibvte the C«a€h*.fcoK -better than'theiSer4t&. 
HcHife ;-fttid ^Wett^t lofe aDayVDrlvhig, 
<o*av&"&e liberties of hUGoflmry. 

'Sir Ifcogtr. > • - - • •'• f u 

• ftay HeaKfcta we may -neveV- hiwe^fttdi 
Parliament-Alen I Or, if we have, that 
they^ray* be all of jwc Hwflhofcl, Spflfta- 
cles of Derifion and Abh<J»eDCc. 

' '-' . i| idWoman. 
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zd } Woman. 
Well, what's next to be fcen? 

Majler. 
The next Figure, Gentlemen and Ladies, 
is a Fiihermonger's Wife, who (preferring 
|he Example of her Superiors to the doing 
her Duty) negle&ed her Family, and was 
always at Qgadrille. — Her Hufband plac'd 
her here, to keep her out of Harm's Way, 
and himfelf from Deftrudion.— — Her 
Name is Littkwrth.—~*-Thzt*$ (he coming 
in there, mumbling to herfelf. 

Enter Littleworth in a Robe, with a 

Pack of Cards in her Hand. 
Uttkwortb (regardlefs of the Company.) 
Dear Spadille ! I'd rather kifs thee than 
my Hufband. (Kiffes a Card*) And you, 
myBaffo! than my little Girl. (Kiffes ano- 
ther.) . Ye gay Amufements, never, never 
fly-me! — A Pack of Cards is all my Soul 
delight* in ! (Kiffes. the Pack, 

Sir Regef (to himfelf.) 
Poor Hufband and Children !— I pity 
'era with all my Heart. 

Zdttkwortb 
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Litttewortb (fings.) 
Ob, what Blifs your Houfewives feet, 
Purring oer a Spinning-Wheel ! 



Ob, bow charming 'tis to Jit 
Wonctring at an Infant 9 s Wit ! 

• [Laughs fcornfufljrJ 

Ever rattling, 

Nonjen/e prattling ; 
Fooli/h Fondnejs calls it Wit. 

Qh> bow happy is the Dame, 
Drudging tilljhe's blind and lame! 
Ob, bow Jweetly is Jhe bleft, 
Care preferring to her Reft ! 

Never fquand ring, 

Ever pomtring, 
All to Jill a Hujbaruts Chejl ! 

[ScoffinglyJ 
Ob, what Fools compared to thee, 
Cardamanta, and to me I 
Ob tranjportirig, rich Delight, 
When fix Matts attratf the Sight I 

Sweet Senjation, 

Faft Relation, 
When fix Matts attract the Sight ! 

[With great Glee, and offers to go. 

ift Woman 
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\ft Woman, (to- thpMtfer.) ' 
Do, make her. fing it again, Sir. 

Mafler (p Littfcwqrth.). 
Madam, Mada.m, tbfcSpng agftfn, if 
you pleafe. 

Littkpmrtb. (fiarts.) 
Blefs my Soul i you flartled me— --—I 
didn't know any Body was h$x*r — Come, 
who plays at Quadrille ? 

Mafler. 
The Song again, Madam, I fcfeecH you* 

Littkiwrtb, 
De tout moa Cceur. 

Sir Roger {to Mr* Spcdator^, 
French too ! — I'll afliire yo% a very ac- 
complfth'd Gentlewoman ! 

Lftt&wprtk (fingx the Sting.) v 
Into t'other Room-— Come, the Things 
are ready—— I (hall iof? % Day. (Runs ouU 

Sir Rcger. 
Vile Huffey \ Tis wett for the poor Fi<h- 
monger (he's in faft Hold.— la (he a Wit 
too? Did the make this Sppg herfelf, 
Mr.? 






Yes, really, Sir, 'fat's & Woman of fome 
Genius, as they pall it ; . ■ ' ■ But the Song 
was made by a Ha.berdaflw of {mail Wares 
—As odd a Raical, I believe, as you ever 

met with. He was ft infatuated with 

Politicks and Poetry, that to keep him out 
of the Gazette, his Friends lent him to 
me. ■ His Name is BifiiMes*— You'll 
fee him in an Inftant i Ay, here he 
comes. (Enter Biftjible, with a Book.) 

BjfiiNe * . ' [fobimfelfl] 

They'll never bring Matters to bear, 
that's certain.— *-~ Why att| not I at the 
Head of Affairs ? Machiavel knew a great 
deal, and I have ftudied him thoroughly.-— 
But it don't fignify talking, they will have 

their Way- Sure pdor England was never 

at fo great a Loft for Genius's as at prefent. 
*-~~~I muft write Politicks myfelf, or the 
Ration will never ipiovfr; her true Intereft. 
— f— ^And then for Poetry-r-ha, ha, ha* 
——It makes mfc Jaugh to think what a 
Pack of Rhymers we have !— — They may 
talk of ;thpir Popes t and . their AdJifcns, 

F (here 
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(here Sir Roger pulls Mr. Spectator by the 
Sleeve) and their I don't know who-alls, 
but Id lay all the Tape in my Shop, that 
I'm a better Poet than any of 'em/ Can 
they make a Song like mine ?' Not they, 
truly, ' with all their Crambo Noddles put 
together. — And, by my Faith, Song- 
Writing is the very Chara&eriftick of a true, 
fublime, poetick Fancy. 

[Sings.] 
Dirty Trajfick ! fly me, fly me, 

Gentle Mujes ! lend your Ai<L 
Machi'vel be ever nigh me$ 
Jtve too fine a Taflefor Trade. 

Fa, la. 
Curfe me, if I don't think they're four as 
genteel Lines as e'er were penn'd by Wal- 
ler. * [?**£* em a g a * n ttd ex ti'] 

ift Gentleman. 
The very Counterpart, this Fellow, of 
Jack Wbiflkr the Plumber. * Ridicu- 
lous .Rogues I I'd give five Pound, now, 
methinks, Jack was but here* 

2d Gentleman. 
He wou'dn't take the Hint if he was; 

- fa 
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fo blind he is to his own; Imperfe&ons; 
bat won d fwear, I. reckon, that the Pic- 
ture was drawn for the Parfon of the 
Parifli. 

I ft Gentleman. 

Ay, the Knowlege of one's felf, indeed, , 
is a Science the Pride of. Man will ne'er at- 
tain to. 

ift Woyidn. . 

WdJ, Mafter, have you any Thing elfe 
to (hew us? 

Mqfier. 
I have.—- The next Figures/ Gentle- 

.4 

men, and Ladies, thatprefent thenifelves, 
are a Couple of thorough bred frencbified 
travelf d Creatures, who think it an Abo- 
mination" to look like Englijh, Folks > and 
had as lief be without an Eftate as to be 
oblig'd to fpend it at Home : Their Con* 
verfation is very impertinent, and Fm al- 
moft mad every now and then with the 
Racket they make $ for they have' got a 
Parcel .of Nonfenfe fet to Mttfick, and arc 
always warbling, and whining it about my 
£loufe like an Opera— -You muft know, 

Fa I«» 



i 
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I am one of thofe who prefer Senfe to 
Sound, and of Coiirfc a great Enemy to 
your Operas. 

Sir Roger. 
Well faid ! That's true old Engli/b Tafte, 

Majltr. 
By die flutter, and the ruftling/ I fancy 
Modijh and Belinda are coming. 

2d Woman. : 

* F * 

The Pedple you were fpeaking of/ 'ar'n't 
they, Sir ? 

Mafler. 
Yesj Madam, [Mo&Kh and Belinda^ 
jf/ifti /£r. Room from different Doors. Both drefi 

d la Fraiifoifer] 
Belinda^?, A /£*- Tine of On the Banks 

. . { - of Finks, fcfa 

r ♦ : 

Belinda. .* What fay you to my faftySirt 
Mo&fajbigs. Ifay 'tis a la mode. 
Belinda. J bate to be limit 'lac'd; tt/r. 
Modfth. Tour Ndtiott, MaaahJsgMd, 
:. «! Tottr^Noiioni Madants good. 

"——••• 2. Bdiftds 



Belinda. 

Modith. 
Belinda. 

Both. 



{ 
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2. 

This Robe's from the French 

{Nation. 
9< Tis right it Jhoitd be Jo. 

I hate the English Fajhion, 

It neer made Belle, or Beau* 

It ne'er made Belle or Beau. 



Modiih 



Belinda. This Air too I imported. 

(fwimsahwf.) 
This Bow Thought in France^ 

(bows!) 
Ma Duchefle thus I courted* 

-" (Peryatry.) 
^Witb Snuff-box and a Dance, 
WitB Snuff-box and a Dance* 
(Taking 1 Snuff , and dancing about.) 

O fort, jort dgriable t \ 
To France the Praife is due ^ ' 
La Mantere fi aimable ! 
IShegaveto me, and you*. _-T 
Both, She gave to the and pu 7 . 



Belinda. 
Modifli. 



»* 
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Belinda. Kneel Britons to your Neighbour, 
Modifh. A grateful Homage fay ; 

She's made you ceajefrom Labour \ 
t* \% % And thus to fpend the Day ! 
£ And thus to ff end the JOay ! 

(frisking about) 
' Gentlemen. 
Encore, encore. . 

Modijh. (Starts, and looks about.) 

Encore ? What ? D'ye take us for Play- 

r • ■ % 
jtrsr 

Majler* 
, $ing the Song again, 'tis I defire it. (/&y 

Jmg and exeunt.) 

iXl Woman. 
Who are thefe People, pray? 

Mafier. 
They are, of very .considerable Ranl^ 
and therefore, it; is the . more abundantly 
neceflary to confine 'em.— —-—Whenever a 
Jcadipg Perfon is a wrong-beaded one, he 
ihou'd. by all Means, be fent tome ; th« 
inferiour Sort wou'd otherwife catch his 
Varies, and be miin'd,— I tremble 

when 
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* * 

when t tell you of it, Gentlemen^ and 
Ladies, I tremble when I tell you of It, 
but our Great Folks have contracted fuch a 
fcandalous Veneration for France > that, in * 
Year or two more, the very Plough-men will 
ling you a Chan/on a hire ! and baije mot be 
the firft Words your Children will learn at 
nurfe! Unlefs, by this new Method of lock- 
ing up the difeafed, the Diftemper may 
be hindred from fpreading. 

Sir Roger. 

Tis a worthy Institution ! And I wifh \t 
Succefs with all my Heart. 

Mafter. 

I have another Couple, Gentlemen, and 
Ladies, not at all behind Hand in Folly, 
and the Fafhion, with thofe you have al- 
ready fcen. One of 'em is a Barber, and 
the other a Toy-man's Wife.- — —The 
Barber is the beft Dancer, perhaps in En- 
gland, bat the idleft Rogue in the Univerfe, 
and theworft Shaver.— The Woman 
was brought up at the Boarding-fchool, and 
fays her Learning fha'n't be thrown away,. 
She wou'd be for ever flirting it at Bells, 

and 
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^nd Aflemblies, t<? (hew; tp the. World what 
a Proficient fhe was in Error, and how 
ipightily &e excell'd in a Miftake$ till, 
tired with repeated Infalts and Elopements, 
the wretched Hufband brought her hither* 
V Here, lays he «to me, my Friend, only 
€ 5 updo what the Boarding-School has 
<c done, and Til make you a Prefent of a 
€ f hundred Guineas : In the Scheme of 
fC Thinking and Pra&ice (he's now in, I 
<c can't poffibly maintain her* her Edu- 
" cation will be my Ruin." • 

An ordinary Woman. 
Pm forry I font .my Bridget to Hack* 
ney-r—— I'm fare {he isn't a bit the more 
dutiful for ? t. 

Mafier. 

» What Fortune can you give her? 

Woman. 

; About a hundred Pound, may be. 

' • - Mafter. 

« •* 

Take her home with all Speed, , - ■■ ; Let 
her learn to get her Living, *pdto be fru- 
gal, that when fhe corner to ait in Life; 
iaftead of being polite, (he may be ufcful ,j 

inftead 
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kiftead of a line Dancer, a good Houfe- 
wife. 

Sit JJ^r. 

Rights 

Majler. 
O, here com* toy Gentry. 

£«/f r a Man and Woman dancing \ 
they dance a Minuet, and exeunt. 

ift Getitkman, 

They really dance exceedingly well, t 
think they (hou'd do nothing but dance : 
They might make 4 handfom Provifion for 
their Families, and in the Way too that 
they like. - 

Metfter. 

Ah ! Sir, ~- they ara fo thoroughly wrong- 
headfed, fo thoroughly in Tafte, that, if 
Dancing was their Calling, they'd never 
daFKe.w-^~-/f ha Barber likes it, he fays, as 
a genteel Accomplishment, but cou'dn't, 
by any means, away with it for a Pro- 
feffioii:— And Madam, truly, on her Haf- 
hand'spfopofmg toeing her on the Stagey 
gave him a fwinging Box on the Ear, 
-' - G with 
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with a " Ho'now, Reptile, haft forgot my 
« Education?" 

zd Gentleman. 

Quite Frenzy ! — The Woman's Cafe k 
downright Madnefs. 

An ordinary. Man. 

Tis a very common Cafe, I'm fore, call 
it What you will. — I have juft fuch a Slut 
of a Wife my felf ; and 111 lodge her here 
too, ■ But what Methods do you take, 
Friend, to cure thefe Objeds ? 

Mafter. 

I keep 'em low, — I give 'em good Coun- 

£1, and I whip 'em. < Spare Diet, 

and a little Jerking, in thefe Cafes, are of 
admirable Ufe. I have done Miracles with 
'cm i for' within thefe fix Months, out of 
but a hundred and fifty Belles, Beaus, Qua- 
drillers, Poets, Politicians, and fuch like, 
I have made, at lead, half a Dozen reafon- 
able Creatures. 

jft Gentleman. 

You have done Miracles, indeed ! . Go on, 
and profper, ■ 1 We have feen all, I fup- 

pofe? 

Mafter. 
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Ma/let. 

All, Sir. 

Sir Roger. 
' There, honeft Friend, (Gives tie Mafter 
Money.) there's fomething for yourTrouble. 
—And may the Shame of being made a 

Scoff and Derifion the Dread of Con- 

finement and the Fear of a Whipping- 
bout, keep us All within Bounds.— — May 
we evermore aft properly and in Character ; 
and be able to furnifli out a Scene, by way 
of Oppofkion to this, that (hall be a Glory 
to the Nation, and an Honour to thfe Spe- 
cies. And fo your Servant. ^ 

Mafter. 
Gentlerfien and Ladies, your triofi obe- 
dient. (Exeunt otqnes. 
• • § • * ~ * • 

SCENE changes to another Room. 

Jitter Sir Roger and Mr. Spe&ator, Mr. 

Worthy and the two Gentlemen following. 

Mr. SpeSlator (to Mr. Worthy.) 

'' Your Servant^ Sir, Iwa$ afraid we had. 

loft you. 

QZ Sit 



Sir Rjagtr. 
No j Mr. Worthy was fo kind as to be 
Prompter : I thank hijn ; but there was 
very little Need of any ; th?y were a^ as 
perfed in their Part6, really, as one could 
wi(h. Wel^ hpw d'ye like thcThing, 

Sir? (7i A«r- Sp?a»tor. 

Mr. Spectator < 
. Mightily. 

Sir Roger. 
I thought, the Fear of expofin$ his Coun- 
try tp the Contempt of Foreigners (at the 
beginning of the Piece) was very pretty an4 
honeil of the Author. 

Mr. Sfe&ator. 
It was. fo— very Praiseworthy. 

ift Gentleman. 
- We mud take Leave, Sir Roger, 

Sic Roger* 

Be quiet We'll talk about that a 

Week hence."^— Here's Ned has fomewhat 
to J&y to us. f^fl/rfr Nsd, 

• The Neighbours defirs to know, $% if. 
they* mayn't have the old Dance. 

Z - , . Sir 
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(Sir Roger. 
Merry Souls !^h— Ay,by all Means, Ned. 
Defire 'em to come in. (Exit Ned. 



4nd enter Neighbours, Mr* Wimble, Afifi, 
4#/Suky. 

Sir Ifr^r (Jq tk Mufitk.) 
l?l*y (W R%er. {A QwntiyDance. 

Sir Rqger. 
Well, Neighbours, you'll divert yourfelves 
the Remainder of the Evening as you like 
bed. My Cupboard, yon know, is 

open; my Cellar unlockt y the Fiddlers and 
my Servants entirely at your Beck. — Eat, 
drink, dance* and be as jovial as you will. 

* Neighbours* 

Thank your Honour and Worflup. 
Mifs Wimble (to the Neighbour s.) 
Come then, well go into the Hal)/ and 
play at Questions and Commands* 

Suky. 
And I know what Til command you, 

msWimbk. 
What ? 

Sttfy, 
I'll command you to kft that ftrange 

Gentle- 






t $4 3 

Gentleman there. (Printing at Mr. Sped. 

', ; ; ■^•'■m&mmtk. 

■V\\ be eveft with you' then, I jpromife 
you.^-^Fbr 1 1( ecta hiand y our not to'.kifl 
any Man, nor to Jet any Man kifs you; 
■Qenrtemfcn, ' your Servant. 

(E&Un? Mifs Wimble, Suky/i/a* 
Neighbours.' 
\ ( Marieni Sir Roger, 'Mr. Speda'tor, 

\ -Mr. Wimble, kr. Worthy, W 
1 Gentlemen. -'''•- 

Sir Roger. ; 

'Now, Gentlemen, if ydii pleafe, we'll 
go drihk • a fober Bottle, and toaft our 1 

Friends- — get to Bed irr good Time 

and in the M'driiiri^ take our Gunst. 



to- 
we 



My IJTei^K%burs v ^wi'il^ be! here again 
fettrroW, Sfr' ? j l [% ter.'spca:} and, if 
can ^nd- out! W bttiev D\\/ttGott For yoii 
then, than you have had to-day — I think 
wd'm'uft ?& f 3? up with the feme. ; ' 

MtrSpe&ators* 
I don't know how we can mend bur 



felves, indeed, Sir Roger. 

> 
•^. .... ^ 



**» 



Sir 



C 55 3 ..- 

Sir Roger. 
Thus it is we fpcnd our Chrijtmat in 
the Country ;■ — chearfully, not wantonly— 
in honeft Mirth, and Pleafure that brings 
no Pain. 



FINIS. 
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